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ADVERTISEMENT. 



' Some of the poems in the following coUec* 
tion^ the public have already seen, and receiv- 

i cd with flattering attention \ others have oc- 
casionally appeared in different periodical pub- 
ilications in a very incorrect state, while many 
of the songs set to music, have for a number 

, of years back been exposed to sale in the mu- 
sic shops. As a few of the most popular and 
important pieces have for some time past been 
out of print, and are, it seems, much in request, 
I have, at length, yielded to the repeated solicit- 
ations of the Edinburgh booksellers, and select- 

# ed all the poedcal productions I mean to ac- 
knowledge, with the view of their being print- 
ed in two volumes, which I am told, are shortly 
to be presented to the public* 

A considerable part of the English pieces 

« inserted in the present collection, were written 

at a time of life • when imagination too often 



triumphs oircr judgment, and passion rejects 
the sober aid of criticism. Apology .for insig- 
nificant productions Ti^itten at an fearly pedbd 
has nothing to da with'this'observation, since 
to present fruits that are insipid or jll-fiaTomed , 
merely on account of their immaturity, is sure- I 
ly a sorry compliment to the taste of a discern- ' 
ing public. On the present occasion, I am ap- 
prehensire I have been influenced more by s I 
gratification of my own taste than an anxiety i 
to gratify that of others. There are ceitun 
events in the early stages of_.life which, on a f 
retrospect, interest and chaim perhaps beyond 
any other. Among these, scenes and circum- 
stances annexed to youth and passion cannot / 
faS to be remembered with peculiar pleasurej 
while the occasional and unpremeditated eSii- 
sions which commemorate the joys that fire ' 
past, and the fiietids that are no more, become^ 
even with their faults, the children of our af- ' 
fection. These, however, have been examined 
vith some care, and, I would fain hope, wit' 
some impartiality. Many, with a sigh, ha' 



vu 

review of -my poetical oflFspring, I cannot deny 
that) while I fancied some puny and unpromis- 
ing, I was incapable of excluding them from 
the last and only protection I had to offer. If, 
in this parental weakness, I have been in fault, 
it is hoped that the error will be attributed to 
no other cause. TJlie cacoethes carpendi can- 
not surely attach to one who has so long resbt- 
ed solicitations to collect, far less the silly va« 
nity of exlubiting to the world, what diffidence 
bas so long taught him to conceal* 
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Tbb following Verses possess such uncommon merit» 
and are so fine a tribute to the memory of a de- 
ceased and favorite Scottish Poet, that rather than 
withhold them from the lovers of £;enuinepoetr}r9 
the Author thus subjects himself to the imputa- 
tion of vanity in publishing the elegant, though 
vnmerited compliment they contain. 



VERSES 

Addreued to 

HECTOR MACNEILL, ESQ. 

▲UTHOB OF WILL AN* JEAV. 



Ths dsdsy-flower may blaw unseen 
On mountain-tap.«..in valley green ! 
The rose alane^ in nadve sheen^ 

Its head may raise ! 
Nae musing bardie now, I ween, 
^' To sing their praise I 



Kae pensivemlnstrel wigbt we see 

\ G^hg saunt'ring cfer the clavcr Ice • 

, : The £reflaught8 dartin' frae his ee 

The wilds amang ! 

Wha native freaks wi' native glee 

Sae sweetly sang ! 

Hia was the gift, wi" magic power. 
To catch the thought in happy hour % 
To bust his verse wi' ilka flower 

O' fancy sweet ! 
An* paint the blrk ot hiushwood bow< 

Wbar lovers meet I 



But now he fills hfeiwletteBa'! "'^ 

My sweetest minstrePi JcdTiwal.v^V ' •''' 
Yet shall his wccl-wbri laurtls HaW * '* '- 



Thtough future days 



> 



Till weary time in Senders a' '• "• - 

The Warld lays P 



Such vm the db^cjJaiitt o* waig- ^ 'T 
"Which ScddamaiSajj^^ahk an- Bili^,\ ' 
WhanBurns....(ptilr Biihis I) warta^eh away 

* r ; ■ 

AMdkid at rest !•••• 
(Green grow thegraiir!i...Kght B^titfttliy 

tTpon'bis breast I) 



But now she diapa the waefu* tale. 
And notes o' transport fiU the gale j 
Kac langer down the silent vale 

She- lanelf moumt 
And to her chcek> ancc lilf pale, 

,, 1^ r»se returns I 



The streaks o' joy glint in her face, 
Hiy stepSj Mainuall, sweet bard I toti 
,^ a^JL. wi' natiHe'4 pecriess grace 

I Tliy blossoms blaw I 

H>PI7;^ B^ thee: £11 die place 
O* bim awa I 



xiu 

> How sairlie does her bosom beat 
At puir misfortune's wretched state ! 
While tracing Will through poortith great 

And prospects drear ! 
^ And at thy Jeanie's hapless fate 

She draps a tear I 



I Then mark^ sweet minstrel o' the day ! 

I Thy Scotia's sons an' maidens gay ; 

1 Her deep wild glens } her mountains grey> 

1 Wi' misty head j 

\ And eke her ilka sunny brae 

I Wi' flow'rs o'erspread J 



What time aline' dKni nutf'st tetiic. 
May thcsc-fi^airy thbuglits in^ire, 
Anil' set &j inaitly Saul on fire 

In Scotia's praise i 
And mak &ct strike thy hafi+e lyre 

Tosaftest laysl 

To mkk the pangs Ekspsir tnann dree, 
V/lian driV^ honseless o'er the lee j 
'io stiikethe strings 6' Sympathie 

> ■ ■ , Whan griefs combine 
To start the tear in Pity's ee-... 

The t&sk be thine. ^ 

Edinburgh, ■> RICSARD GALl 



* Since lending (he above to the preis, this an 
tnd ingenious jouog man hu pud his debt to d 
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In his death the Scottish muse has cause to lament the 
loss of one of her favorite sons. Of this the public w ill 
perhaps receive more ample proofs soon, the author hav- 
ing been informed that a small collection of Mr. Gall's 
poetical pieces, accompanied by a short account of hia 
life, is intended for publication. 
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b shall thy poverty come, as one that trarelleth; and 
thy want as an armed man Proy. 
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Xr DEAR SISy , . .: .. , .^ 

After -haifirtsj tkken'tdne"li^ 
I bcrty with you, which yatrr indulgenft ixieiidship 
I induced you to e:Kcu9e, you see I am determined 
to put your good nature to the test, by taking 
' another. The harmless attificeofananthorxon- 
cealing himself, by ascribing his work to the pen 
of a friend, is a species of litotary fraud, which 
as it implies neither vanity nor ambition, niay be 
easily overlooked ; but to dedicate, without per* 
mission,' a performance which has obtsuned un^ 
common proofs of public -approbation, is a free- 
dom^ whkh| perhaps, by t)ie illiberal^ might bt 



imputed, not to an impulse of afiection, bi 
confidence of success. I trust, however, th; 
and I know one another too well, to requi 
formaikf b( ceremdnytq secure ourJHent 
or labored apology to evince our motives 
gard. It therefore, only rests with me at pr 
to inform the public, diat by this address, n 
. ject is not to solicit a patron to what has 
dy been so liberally p^phized, but to co 
nicate a fact which I cannot in justice j 
on myself to conceal ; namely, that vnthc 
i;&i4.'!in|:erferen€e, and friendly assistai 
Dr. IH>ig» the poem ^ Scotland's Scaithj 
jikelihood, wouid pey^r have been publis 

- My xnodves for having depicted, and yc 
publishing this too faithful portrait of n 
depravity, were the same. Impressed wi 
baneful consequences, inseparable from, ^i 
^nate Use of ardent spirits among the 
orders .o£ society, and anw>us to co^t 
<ometiu2\g that might at least tend to rets 
f»nts{^oi\ of so daogqfom aa evU ^ U wi 



i th^ firdor of phUantbropf) that a ni^ 
idifitic'.storjr, iix verse, cakulated te j^n* 
H^al truths, in the languaige of simplicity 
ioil> might pn^ably^iQjter^l; the uncor* 
and that a. striking picture of the calai* 
icidentto idle debaucherjr, contrasted 
I blessings of industrious prosperity, 
although insufficient to reclaim abao* 
ice) do somedung to strengthen and en^ 
endax^eced virtue. Visionary as these 
pectations may have been, it is pleasing 
sh the idea ; and if we may be allow* 
aw favorable inferences, from the sale 
lousand copies in the short space of five 
, why should we despair of success ? 

ig said so much on so trivial a subject, 
le, in conclusion, to add a few words to 
on who has been the chief cause of the 

publication* On this opportunity, I 
onfess, I am strongly tempted to say 

but the recollection of a modesty as re- 
le as the genius and erudition of its 
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pbistBiOTf rciitrains' the fenror of 
and -withholds the }u8t tribmc of a j 
inore livdy, zad more pleasing vet 
^rtues, which are superior jto ^H^ th; 
or talents can bestow^ inclines nie^l 
think, that indifierent^s you have Ic 
the < obstreperous trump of fame, 
small voice of gratitude' and estei 
be unpleasant to your ear ; and £tii 
believe me to be, without farther pi 

My dear Sir, 
Tour affectionate 

And most obedient . 
Edinburgh, -^ HECTOR MA 

July 



burgh, 1 
1795. 5 
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PART I. 

Wha 3l*Jifice- lite. Wiilk.Gaidace^ t7 
J^Kfe in-Qeeb6riQg'4:ownL6r farm I f 

Be^utJtiS 1)^i3a, sbcm^ in his fair face^ ' ' 
Deadly -^ttetigtb '^i» in:his arm 1 

W)ia wi* Will cqdW? riil, or wrastlc ? 

Throw the sledge^ or toss the barf- 
Hap what would^ he stood a castle. . . 

Or fpr safety, or for war : 



Warm his heatt, ^i iaMzi ixShfu% 
Wi' the bauld he bauld could be } 

But to friendar^ha had their handfu' 
Purse and service aye ware free. 



I • « 



Wl99a1his.fir1t.saw Jeanie MiQei^ ' 
Wha wi' leanie^Quld compare ?••••• 

Thousands had mairbraws a»dK sIUeTy 
But ware ony.hali sae fak ? . 

Saft her smi:Ie raise fi&e May mornings • 
Clinting. owre Demait's * brow : 

Sweet f wi' opening cWms adorning 
Strevlin's j- lovely plain below I 

• One of the Ochil Hills near Sterling.— Dun-ma 
(Gaelic,) the hill of the good prospect* It is pron 
ced De-myit. 

t The ancient name of Stirling. 
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Kind and gentle was her nature i 
At ilk place she bare the bell \ 

Sic a blooRii and shapci and stature I 

But her look nae tongue can tell I 

Sic was Jeani whan Will first mawingi 
Spied her on a thraward beast \ 

Flew like firci and just when facing 
Kept her on his manly breast. 

Light he bare heri pale as asliesi 
Cross the meadowi fragrant^ green I 

PlacM her on the new-mawn rashesi 
Watching sad her opening ccn« 



AdZ. A D 
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Sic was Will, whan poor Jean faintii^ 

Drapt into a lover's arms ; 
Waken'd to his saft lamenting ; 

Sigh'd, and blush'd a thousand chan 

Soon they loo'd, and soon ware buckle 
Nane took time to think and rue..... 

Youth and worth and beauty cuppled j 
Luve had never less to do. 

TSiree short years flew by fu* canty, 
Jean and Will thought them but an< 

nka day brought joy and plenty^ 
nka year a dainty wean ^ 
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Vm wrought sair, bat aye wi* pleasure ; 

Jean the hale day span and sang ; ■ 
Vill and Weans her constant treasuref 

Ble8t wi' them, nae day seem'd lang.; 



v» 
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'rig her house, and oh I to busk aye 
nk sweet bairn was a' her pridej*. 

tut at this time kews and WHrsxY 
Sprang nae up at iUc road-side. 



iuckkss was the hour whan Willie 
Hame returning frae die fair, 

)w'r-took Tam, a neeborbillie. 
Sax miles frae their hame and mair | 
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Simmer's heat had lost its fury ; 
' Caknly smil'd the sober e'en ^ 
Lasses on the bleachfield huny 
Skelping bare-fit owre.the gree 

Labour rang wi' laugh and clatter 
Canty Hairst was just begun^ 

And on mountain^ tree^ tod watc 
Glinted saft the setting sun. 

Will and Tarn wi* hearts a* lowp 
Mark'd the hale, but could nae 

Far frae hame^ nae time for stopp 
Baith ^^'4 fot their ain fire 



IS 

On they traTcll'd warm and drouthjy 
Cracking owre the news in town ; 

The mair they crack'd^ the mair ilk youthy 
Pray'd for drink to wash news down. 

Fortune, wha but seldom listens 
To poor merit's modest pray'r ; 

And on fools heaps needless blessins, 
Harken'd to our drouthy pair \ 

In a howm, wha'sbonniebumie 
Whimperin row^d its crystal flood. 

Near the road, whar travellers turn aye, 
Neat and bield a cot-house stood \ 
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Whitp Ae wa's, wi* roof new theekit^ 
Window broads just painted red ; 

Lown 'mang trees and braes it reekit^ 
Haflins seen and hafiins hid i 

Up the gavel end thick spreading 
Crap the clasping ivy green, 

Back OMrre, firs the high craigs cleading, 
RaisM a' rpund a cozey screen ^ 



Down below, a flowery meadow 
Join'dthebumie's rambling line;... 

Here it was, that Howe the Widow 
This sam day set up her sign* 



t« 
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Brattling down the brae, and near its 
Bottom^ Will first manrelin sees 

« Porter^ Ale^ and British Spirits/ 
Fainted bright between tvra trees* 

« Godsake ! Tarn, here's walth for drinking •, 
Wha can this new comer be ?* 

< Hoot ! quo' Tarn, there's drouth in thinking ; 
Let's in, Will, and syne we'll sec.* 

Nae mair time they took to speak or 
Think o' ought but reaming jugs ; 

Till three times in himiming liquor 
Ilk had deeply laid his lugs. 
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Slocken'd now, refresh'd and talking. 
In came Meg (weel skill'd to please] 

« Sirs ! ye*re surely tyr'd wi' walking ;, 
Ye maun taste my bread and cheese. 

« Thanks, quo' Will ; I cannot tarry. 

Pick mirk night is setting in, 

Jean, poor thing's I her lane and eery., 
I maun to the road and rin.' 

Hoot f quo* Tarn, what's a' the hurry ? 

Hame's now scarce a mile o' gait.... 
Come! sit down Jean winna weari 

Lord ! I'm sure it^s no sae late ! 



n 

come wi' Ta4i^B onitioa, 
zOito and anal: ^ir fill..... 
[uo* WiU, «'in'inei!ie discrettot^ 
wi hae the Widpw'i gUL* 



•••• 



[ill cam anither... 
t cracking 'tween them twa^ 
in in Mat Smith and'sbritheTf 
e Brown and Sandie Shaw. 

nrha ne'er thought to meet here* 
It down wi' double glee, 
;rew sweet and sweeter L..^ 
It hame 'tween twa and three. 



IB 



Jeaui poor thing T had lang been greedn 
Will, neist moming, blamM Tam* Loi 

But ere langf an owkly meetin 
Was set up at £taggie Howe- a.- - - 



• - 1 



END OF PART I. 
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PART IL 

AdAisT things hae a sma' beginning 
But. wb^ kens how things will end ? 

Owkly clubs are nae great sinnin. 
Gin folk hae Plough to spend. 

But nae man o' sober thinkin 

E'er will say that things can thrirey 

If there's spent in owkly drinkin 
Wha keeps wife and weans aUte. 
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.f^iVabv the lugs. 
Just to set folk* Dy 

, ,.>, vrha could get nae ^g^ 
found crc»»S ^^pt* 



'*( 
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Twice a week to Maggie's cot-house^ 
Swith ! by post the papers fled ( 

Thoughts spring up like plants in hot-hoUsCj 
Every time the news are read. 

Ilk ane's wiser than anither...... 

< Things are no ga*en right/ quo* Tam^ 
< Let us aftener meet thegither ; 

Twice a owk's no worth a d... ..n/ 

See them now in grave convention 
To mak a' things < square and evea i^ 

Or at least wi' firm intention 
To drink sax nights out o' seven- 
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Mid this JBitdng up and drinking 
Gatheria a' the news that fell ; 

Will, wha . was nae yet past thinkings 
Had some battles wi' himselL ^ 

On ae hand, drink's deadly poison 

Bare ilk firm resolve awa ^ 
On the ither, Jean's condition 

Rave his very heart in twa* 

Weel he saw her smother'd sorrow f 
Weel he saw her bleaching cheek ! 

Mark'd the ^mile she strave to borrow^ 
Whan, poor things, she could nae sp 
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Jeaii^ at first, took little heed o^ 
Ow]dy clubs mang three or four. 

Thought, kind soul I that Will had need tf 
Heartsome hours whan wark was owre* 

But whan now that nightly meetings 
Sat. and drank frae sax till twa ; 

Whan she fand that hard->eam'd gettings 
Now on drink ware thrown awa ;. 

Saw her Willi wha ance sae cheerie 
Raise ilk morning wi' the lark, 
' Now grown mauchless, dowf and sweer aye 
\ To look near his farm or wark $ 



I 
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Bleach o^'' 
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t'd|.....and felt wi' inward rackia 

* the wyte lay wi' himsel...... 

re neist night he'd mak a breakini* 
.....nM the club and news to hell ! 

alas! whan habit's rooted^ 
;w hae pith the root to pu'; 
's resohres were aye nonsuited, 
omis'd aye^ but aye gat fou $ 



at first at the convening 
braliz'd on what was right|«.... 
on clavers entertaining 
oz'd and drank till brade day light 



/• 
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Thin^ at kngth draw near an ending 
Cash rins out; Jean quite unhapp 

Sees tliat Will i$ now past mending, 
Tynes a' heart, and taks^a.....drsipp 



rM Uka drink desetves a posey ; 

■,-}-i. 

• ; ■ «i . 



Port males n^ieil rude, claret civil ; 
Beer maks Britons stout and rosy. 
Whisky maks ilk wife a deviL 

Jean, wha lately bate affliction 
Wi' sae j(i!leek and mild an air, 

School'd by whisky, learns new tricki 
Flybj and storms, and rugs WiU^s 
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Jean^ sae late ttie tendetest snitheri 
Found «' ilk deat dauted wean ! 

Now, heart hardened a' tliegktor, 
Skelps them roond frae ittorti ^ e^^^n. 

Jeatii wJia i^ogte^loDM to bosk aye 
In herham&i-sputi, thrifty waik $ 

Now sells a^herbraws forwhi^y 
To hex last ffmu, co9tt> andsarkl 

Robin BnniSi in mony a ditty* 
Louaiyangsinidusky'sprtBCi 

Sweet his sai^ U,...the mair's the pity 
E'er on it he wai^d sic lays. 
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I A <y a' the ills ipoor Caledonia 

E'er yet pwcfd, or e'er will taste,: 
BreVd in hell's Black Pandemonia, 
. Whisky's Ul will sc^th her m^st I 



■it 

> 
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* Wha was ance like Willie Gairlace i 
i S| Wha in neeboring town or farm ? 

Beauty's bloom shone in his fair face,. 
Deadly strength waa in his arm ! 



1 •." , 
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< Whan he first saw Jeanie Miller, 
^,| Wha wi' Jeanie could compare ? 

Thou^mds had mair braws and siller> 



si;. 
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; '4, But ware ony half sae fair ?' 
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^ them now how changed wi' drink^ ! 

A* their youthfu' beauty gane ! 

aver'd, doited^ daiz'd and blinking^ 
Worn to perfect skin and bane ! 

th^ cauld -month o' November^ 
(Claise, and cash, and credit out) 
►wring owre a dying ember, 
Wi' ilk face as white's a clout ^ 

nd and bill, and debts a' stoppit^ 
Ilka sheaf selt on the bent ; 
ttle, beds, and blankets roupit 
Now to pay the laird his rent ; 
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;i I Nb dnither ilight to lodge here I 

No a friend their cause tx) plcid ! 
He ta'en bii tobe i sodget. 

She Vri' ¥^eam to beg her bread I 
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i O' a' the ills podr Caledonia 
E'er yet pree'd* or e'er will taste^ 

BreVd in hell's black Pandenaonia. 
Whisky's ill wiUscaith her mais' 




THE WAES O' WAR : 

OK 

THE UPSHOT 
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or THE 

mSTORT 0' WILL AND JEAN. 
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iFout ]pattie(. 



Felices ter et amplias 

Quos adversa docet Son sapientiam. BoBTR* 

Thrice happy pair 
Wha wit frae luckless Fortune lear ! 
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THE WAES O^ WAR : 




PART I. 

Oh ! that folk wad weel consider 
"What it is to tyne a«....name) 

What diis warld is a' thegither^ 
If bereft o' honest fame t 

Poortith ne'er can bring dishonour ; 

Hardships ne'er breed sorrow's smarts 
If bright conscience taks upon her 

To shed sunshine round the heart : 
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But wi' a* that walth can borrow. 
Guilty shame will ay look down \ 

What maun then shame, want, and sorro 
Wandering sad frae town to town [ 

Jeanie Miller, ance sae cheeriel 
Ance sae happy, good and fair. 

Left by Will, neist morning drearie 
Taks the road o' black despair ! 

Cauld the blast ! the day was sleeting; 

Pouch and purse without a plack ! 
In ilk hand a baimie greeting. 

And the third tied on her back. 
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Wan her face ! and lean and haggard! 

Ance sae sonsy! ance sae sweet ! 
What a change !....unhous'd and beggar'di 

Starving without claise or meat ! 

Far frae ilk kent spot she wander'd, 

Skulking like a guilty thief; 
Here and there^ uncertain^ daunder^d^ 

Stupified wi' shame and grief: 

But soon shame for bygane errors 
Fled owre fast for ee to trace^ 

Whan grim death, wi' a' his terrors 
Cam owre ilk sweet baimie's face ! 
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Spent wi' toil, and cauld and banger^ 
Baith down drapt ! and down Jean 

Sais'd and doited^ now nae laz^r ; 
Thought^...and £ek..*^and bursting 

Gloaming,. £a8t wi' mixky shadow 
Crap owre distant hill and plain y 

Darken'd wood, and glen, and meadon 
Adding fearf a' thoughts to pain t 

Round and rounds in wild distractioB^ 
Jeanie tumfd her tcarfu' ee ! 

Round and round for some protection 
Face nor house she could na see! 
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Darkjt and darke)? gf ew the night aye } 
Loud alod sair the cauld winds thud !• 

Jean now spied a $ma bit lightie 
BlinJuE^ through a diatamt wood!; 

Up wi' frantic haste she started ; 

Cauld, nor fear, she felt nae mair ; 
Hope, for ae bright moment, darted 

Through the gloom o' datk despair ! 



Fast owre faUow'd lea she brattled Sf 
Deep she wade dirough bog and burn ; 

Sair wi' steep and craig she battled^ 
Till she reached the hop'd sojourn* 
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Proud, *mang scenes o' simple nati 
Stately auld, a mansion stood 

On a bank, wha's sylvan feature 
Smil'd out-owre the roaring floo< 

Simmer here, in varied beauty 
Late her flowery mantle spread 

Whar auld chesnut, ake and yew-ti 
Mingling, lent their friendly sha 

Blasted now wi' winter's ravage ; 

A* their gaudy livery cast ; 
Wood and glen, in wailings savagCj 

Sugh and howl to ilka blast ! 
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Darkness stalk'd wi* fanc/s terror ;.•••. 

Mountains mov'd, and castle rock'd ! 
f ean, half dead wi' toil and horror, 

Reach'd the door, and loudly knock'd. 

f Wha this rudely wakes the sleeping ?* 
Cried a voice wi' angry grane *, 

^ Help ! oh help ! quo' Jeanie, weeping, 
* Help my infants, or they're ganc ! 

Rpt wi' cauld ! wi' hunger fainting I 

Baith lie speechless on the lea ! 
sip !' quo' Jeanie, loud lamenting, 
« Help my lanunies ! or they'll <Uc !' 
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< Wha'B tWs travels cauld and hungi 

Wi' young bsuriis sae late at e'en 
Beggars !' cried the voice, mair angi 

< Beggars ! wi' their brats, I weei 

« Beggars now, alas ! wha lately 
Helpt the beggar and the poor !* 

* Fyc ! gudeman !' cried ane discree 
« Taunt nac poortith at our door.* 

Sic a night, and tale thegithcr. 
Plead for mair than anger's din :... 

< Rise, Jock V cried the pitying mith 

< Rise ! and let the wretched in.' 
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^ Beggars now, alas ! wha lately 
Helpt the beggar and the poor V 

« Enter !' quo' the youth fu* sweetly. 
While up flew the open door. 

' Beggar, or what else, sad mourner ! 

Enter without fear or dread $ 
Here, thank God ! there's aye a comet 

To defend the houseless, head ! . 



{'or your baimies cease repining ; 

If in life, ye^ll see them soon.'...< 
Aff he fiew) and brightly shining 

Through the dark clouds brak the moon. 
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PART II. 

XxERfi) for ae night's kind protectioiiy 
Leave we Jean and weans a while ; 

Tracing Will in ilk direction. 
Far frae Britain's fostering isle I 

Far frae scenes of saftening pleasure. 
Love's delights and beauty's charms ! 

Far frae friendship's social leisure...... 

Flung'd in murdering war's alarms 
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Is it nature, rice, or folly. 

Or ambition's feverish brain. 
That sae aft wi' melancholy 

Turns, sweet Peace ! thy joys to pain ? 

Strips thee o' thy robes o' ermih, 
(Emblems o' thy spotless life) 

And in war's grim look alarmin 
Arms thee wi' the murderers knife ! 

A^ thy gentle mind upharrows ! 

Hate, revenge, and rage uprears I 
And for hope and joy twin marrows. 

Leaves the mourner drown'd in tears I 



! 
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Willie Gairlace^ without siller^ 
Credit^ daise^ or ought beside^ 

Leaves his ance looM Jeanie Miller^ 
And sweet bairas to warld wide i 

Leaves his native cozy dwelling 
Sheltered haughs^ and briken braes 

Greenswaird hows, and dainty meali 
Ance his profit, pride and praise ! 

Deckt wi^ scarlet, sword, and musk 
Drunk wi' dreams as fause as vain 

FleetchM and flattered, roos'd and bi 
Wow 1 but Will was wondrous 






45 

Rattling, roaring, swearing, drinking ; 

How could thought her station keep i 
Drams and drumming (faes to thinking). 

Doz'd reflection fast asleep 

But whan midst o^ toils and dangers^ 
Wi' the cauld ground for his bed, 

C^mpass'd round wi' faes and strangers^ 
Soon Will's dreams o' fancy fled. 

Led to battle's blood-dy'd-banners, 
Waving to the widow's moan ! 

Will saw glory's boasted honours 
End in life's expiring groan ! 
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Round Valenciennes' strong waa'd dtj 
Thick owre Dunkirk's fatal plain^ 

Will (tho* dauntless) saw wi' pity 
. Britain's valiant sons lie slain ! 

IVd by freedom's burning fever, 
Gallia strack death's slaughtering kn 

Frae the Scheld to Rhine's deep river, 
Britons fought but Britons fell ! 



Fell unaided ! though cemented 
By the faith o' friendship's laws ;••-« 

Fell unpit/d unlamented ! 

!| ^. Bluiding in a thankless cause I* 



* Alluding to the conduct of the Dutch, 



i-^ 



47 

[n the thrang o' comrades deeing. 

Fighting foremost o' them a* ; 
Swith ! fate's winged, ball cam fleeing, \ 

And took Willie's leg away :••••• 

Tbrice frae aff the ground he started^ 
Thrice, to stand, he stray e in vain ; 

Thrice, as fainting strength departed, 

Sigh'd.....and sank 'mang heaps o' slain. 

On a cart wi' comrades bluiding. 
Stiff wi' gore, and caidd as clay ; 

Without cover, bed ot bedding. 
Five lang nights WiU Gairlace lay f : 



4» 

In a sick-housej damp and narrow^ 
(Leftbehint vi' hundreds mair) 

See Will neisty in psun and sorrow^ 
Wasting on a bed o' care. 

Wounds, and pain, and burning fever> 
Doctors cur'd wi' healing art *,•••• 

Cur'd I alas I but never ! never ! 
Cool'd the fever at his heart ! 

For whan a' ware sound and sleeping. 
Still and on, baith ear* and late, 

Will in briny grief lay steeping. 
Mourning owre his hapless fate t 
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I A' his gowden prospects vanish'd !.... 

} 

A* his dreams o' warlike fame !••«• 
A' his glittering phantoms banish'd I 
Will could think o' nought but....hame ! 

Think o' nought but rural quiet^ 
Rural labour ! rural ploys ! 
I Far frae carnage, bluid, and riot^ 
\ "War, and a* its murdMng joys. 
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PART IIL 

Sack to Britain's fertile garden 
Will's returned (exchaBg'd for h^)i 

Wi' ae leg, and no ae ferdeny 
Friend or credit^ meat, or claise« 



Lang through county, burgh, and citjf 
Crippling on a wooden leg. 

Gathering alms frae melting pity ; 
See ! poor Gairlace forced to beg ! 
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Plac'd at length on Qiclsea'a bounty, 
Now to langer beg thiitks shame. 

Dreams ance mair o* sinilitig pknty $*»;«. 
Dreams o^ former joys, and bame V 

Hame ! and a^ its fond attractions 
Fa^t to Will's warm bosom flee ; 

"While the thoughts o' dear connexions. 
Swell his heart and blind his ee.. 



••••itf 



« Monster ! wha could, leave neglected 
Three sma' infants, and a wife, 

Naked starving,.»«.unprotected ! 

Them, too, dearer aiice diah fifit f 
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Villain ! wha wi' graceksa folly 
) vr Ru^a^d her he ought to save !•••• 

Changed her joys to melancholy. 
Beggary^ and^«..«perhap8> a gra^ 
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Starting ! wi' remorse distracte 

Crushed wl' griefs increasingly 

Up he bang'd ; and sair afflicted^ 
Sad and silent took the road I 

Sometimes briskly, sometimes flag 
Sometimes helpit, Will gat for 

On a cart, or in a waggon,, 
Hiipling ay towards the north* 
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llr^d ae e^emng, stepping hooljf ' 
Pondering on his thrawacd fate. 

In the bonny month o' ]^^Y> 
WUUe^ heedless^ tint his ^te^ 

Saft^ the soutMan breeze was blawing. 
Sweetly sugh'd the green ake wood \ 

Loud the din o^ streams fast fa^ing^ 
Strak the ear wi' thunderin thud ; 

Ewes and lambs on braes ran bleeting.^ 

Linties sang on ilka tree ; 
Frae the wast^ the sun^ near setdng^ 

nam'd oa Roslin's towers'* sae hie I 



* Roslln Castle; 
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Roslin^s towl^sl and braes sae bonny ! 

Craigs and Mrater> iroods and glen ! 
Roslin's banks \ unpeer'd by 6fty 

Save the latoes' Hawthtoniden !* 

Ilka sound and charm delighting ; 

WiU (tho' hardly fit to gang) 
Wandered on through scenes inviting, 

List'ning to the mavis' isang. 

Faint at length) die day fasttrlosiingi 
On a fragrant straeberry steep, 

Esk's sweet stream to rest composing, 
Wearied nature drapt asleep. 



• The ancient seat of the celebrated poet, Wil 
Drummondi who flourished in 15^$, 
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^ Soldier^ rise I.....the dews o^ e'exung 
Gathering h\ wV deadly scaith I 

Wounded soldier ! if complaining! 
Sleep nae here and catch your death. 



Traveller, waken !••— night advancing 
Cleads wi' grey the neeboring hill !. 

Lambs nae matron knows are dancing 
A' the woods are mute and still !' 



« What hae 1/ cried Willie, waking, 
< What hae I frae night to dree' ? 

Mom, thro' clouds in splendor breakings 
Lights nae brightening hope tp me I 
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House^ nor hame, nor farm^ nor €tedd: 
Wife nor bairns hae I to see ! 

House) nor hame ! norbed^ nor bed^ 
What bae I frae night to dree ?* 



« Saifj alas \ and sad and many 
Are the Bis poor mortals share 1. 

Yet, tho' hame nor bed ye hae nac. 
Yield nae, soldier, to despair ! 



•••« 



What^s this life, sac wae and wearier 
If Hope's brightening beams shoul< 

See ! tho' night comes dark and eeri 

Yon sma' cot-light cheers the dale ! 
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Theife, tiho* wdth itA neatte ne'er-rioC - 
Humbler joys their comiOrt$ u^d> 

Liibouir.....lieaItIi...<.cfontent and quiet I 
Mourner ! thcife y^-U find a bed. 

Wife ! 'tis true, wi' baimies smiling, 
Therq, alas ! ye.ne^da seek 

« 

Yet there bairns, ilk Wae beguiling. 
Faint wi' smiles a mither^s cheek 1 

A' her earthly pride and pleasure 
Left to cheer her widoiy'd lot ! 

A' her warldly walth and treasure 
To adorn her lanely cot ! 
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Bri^^ilig jpy^, will aftcp sbine } 
Virtue ^y« C^ajim K[^aY^n> prptcgtipTi, 
Tru5t tQ Provi€l€nc.e (Uvipc !' 




^:^<r-. 





59 



• 1 



MrT IV. 

Oiirtkr zs Rosebsdik's* wood^ atid titer 
Cool whan slihmer's sunbea&is dairt> 

Cam ilk ^ordi and cool'd the fevet 
That lattg brtint at Willie's heart* 

Silent dte^t he t» n, poot fallow I 
Listening td hi^ guide before^ 

Owre green knbW^ and fldweiy haltoW^ 
Till ihey ri^adi^d the cot-house docfit. 



* Hoscbatik near Roslia } the authdr't place of na« 

tivitj. 
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Laigh it was 5 yet sweet, tho' humble I 
Deckt wi' hinnysuckle round } 

Clear below, Esk's water's rumble, 

Deep glens murmuring back the sound* 

Melville's towers, * sae white and stately, 
JDim by gloamin' gBnt to view 5 

Thro' Lasswade's dark wpods keek sweetly 
Skies sae red, and lift sae blue ! 

Entering now, in transport mingle 
Mither fond, and happy wean, 

Sipiling round a canty ingle 
JSleising on a clean hearth-stane. 

* .Melville's Castle, the seat of the Right Uonorabk 

Henrjr Dundas. ' 
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* Soldier, wdcome !•.-. come, be cheery! 
I Here ye'se rest, and tak your bed.^«. 

Faint,...i«waes me ! yq seem, :aad weary,' 
I Pale's, your cheelc, sae latdy red S' 

I 

< ChangMI am,* sigh'd WiUie tiU her ; . 

< Chang'd,iiae doubt, as changed can be ! 
Tet, alas ! does Jeanie Miller 

Nought o' Willie Gairlace.see i' 

Hae ye markt the dews o* morning 

Glittering in the sunny ray. 
Quickly fa*, when without warning 

Rough blasts cs^n, and shool^ the. spray t 
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Har y&sben the bird fast Seeing 
I>nip» wlian pktc^d hf 4^th ma 

Tlieni see Je&n, wi' colour dieing 
Sensele8d drap iat Willie's feet I 

After ttiree 1^ years afflicdon 
(A' their waes how hush'd to rest 

Jean ance mair^ in fond afitetion^ 
Clasps her Willie to her breast. 

Tells hifti a^ her ssK!U..*.sad sufl^n 
How she Wdndet^d) sta^itig pOoi 

Gleaning pity's scanty 6SiAhp 
Wi' three bainis ftu door to dO 
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row she ^erv'd.... .^d toU'4w.«994 l^^<lf 
Lost her h^a^^ an4 syt^e }?y$i:bt!e^ y 
Kiow that ^iefy ifrhan sfidxcfi xf^Qoy^x*^i 
I Took her brainj and tiiniM.&f r Jbf^ ! 



^Sony a live-^ang night hier laqc ! 
'ill at l^st an angel's bounty 
Brought her senses ba^k again : 



^) 
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Kae her meatj ^nd chis^y^...2xiA siUer ; 

' Gae hjer bairnie^ wai:k and lear ^ 

gae this; ^pt-bou3Q till bCTi 
i Wi' four stcrli^ pounds a year.' 



' Uae 

^' ILastlyj 
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. 'A^illiei hiAemngj wip'd hi^ eiii '^fc-'i 
«.Oh J What sins hae J taruc J 
But say/ wfea's this angdi Jcame ?* 
< Whai* <jit/ Jcanic, * biit.v^'.lBuccleug 

Here, suppcrrfed, checr'd, and^cherish'dj 
Nine blest thonths, Tve Hv'dy and mai 

Seen these infajitsclad and nourish -d 5 ' 
Dried' ihy tears ; and tint despair ; 

Sometimes serring, sometimes spinning, 

' r ... 

Lightdie latiesome hours gae round-} 
Lightly, too^ ilk quarter rinning 
Brings yon atigel's helping pound !' 

* The Dutchess of Buccleugh» the unwearied [ 
ness and supporter of the afflicted and the poor. 
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« Eight pounds mair/ cried Willie, fondl^i 
< Eight pounds mair will do nae harm ! 

And, O Jean jgin friends ware kindlyi 
Eight pounds soon might stock a farm. 

Ilierc, ance mair, to thrive by plewin^ 
Freed frae a' that peace destroySf 

Idle waste and druken ruin ! 
War and a* its murdering joys I* 

Thrice he kis8*d his ktng lost treasure ! 

Thrice ilk bairn ; but cou*dna speak i 
Tears o'luve, and hope, and pleasure 

Streamed in silence down his cheek I 
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TO 



EL I Z A 



-^ f 



ON HER MARRIAGE. 

* ■ • ' 

You're, now, EUza^ fix!d for life ; 

» 

In other wordsi you're now a wife; 

And let mc whisper in- your car, 

A wife, though fix'd, has cause to fear; 

Fof much 9he risks, and much she loses 

If a|i improper road she chooses. 

Tet ^nk not that I mean to fright you. 

My pl^n, au contrairis to delight you 5 

To draw the lines where comfort reaches! 

Where folly flies; where prudence teaches 
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la.'shart, Eliza, to prevent you 
Froni namekss ills that may:tonnent ^ou i 
And^re bright Hymenfs torch hamhtdiAtijr 
From nuptial glare, conduct you gently^ A 
Where (cUr^d 6f wbundsfrbmCnpid'squiYibr) 
A milder lustre beams for ever i ' 

' ■ - / . 

First, then, Eliza, xrhinge^ your xafriago. 
Courtship's a different tbidg from.^iiarfiagei 
And much I fear (by passioablihdefl) . 
This change atfirst is iBeldom minded^ 
The miss wfao^feastson rich romances. 
And love-skk sonnets,^ -wi^eh^fiancies' . 
That all. tlic end of ardent wooing 
Is constanl^ billing, CDUStafit cooing. . 
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The nymph again^ whpm caution teachei 
To doubt the -truth ol rapt'rous speeches^ 
She whom experience oft has school'd^ 
And diewn how husbands may be....«rul\ 
Laughs at the whims of fond sixteen^. 

And thinks that wedlock stamps a quei 

Now I (though ne'er, alas ! contracted) 
Consider both. as half distracted; 
^nd will predict that endless strife 
Must be die lot of either wife. 
Not that I would infer from hence 
That men of feeling, worth, or ^ensc^ 
Could ever try to wound or pain 
A tender breast with cold disdain ;, 
Or e'er, descend to-storm and battle 
At fondly-foolish female prattle. 
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Tet if sweet madam) without reasoily 
Will fret and f ume, and niutter treasbn. 
Plaguing her plain, unpuffing spouse^ 
About his former oaths and vowsj 
And tender sighs', and soft expressions. 
With various comments and digressions, 
I will not swear that mere connexion 
Will guard the husband's ws^rm a&ction ^ 
And when affection cools, they say 
The husband's apt to.....go astray. 

Maids, prais'd and flattered aQ their lives. 
Expect as much when they are wives ; 
And think when husbands cease palavering. 
That love (sweet souls !) is surely wav nng : 
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Then hey I forpets^ and ccAd didtrust. 
Doubt's sulkn brdWy and dreams liccurst: 
The game goes oily ma'am^s'in the dump 
And jealousy at kst is trumps. 
For Aec, fair flower ! of so^st!dyt| 
That cau^C so kte ea-ch i^iMt e^^e, 
Still breathing Sv^ets^ 8tiI11>l&0miiig gay. 
Beauteous ih winter as in Alay v 
For thee this Ihruth the mtise has penn'dj 
The muse.....but more thy anxious friem 
•Woman's bright charms were giv'n to lure 
They catchy 'tis true j but can't secure u( 

Sage Solomon, who paints with beaut] 
A virtuous woman 'S worth ahd duty, 
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ipares her to a ship of trade^ 
t brings from far her d^ly bread.* 
s may be trujB ; but as for me^ 
draw a plainer simile^ 
1 call a virtuous wife a gcp^f 
ich for its worth we ne'er contemn^ 
lugh soon its water, ^ize and hue, 
w quite familiar to the view, 
at then ensues ? Why, faith, Fll tell ye ; 
think of nothing but.*...^^ value, 
take this gem and lay it by 
m the possessor's careless eye, 
iceal it'& lustre, dazzliiig. bright, 
m beaming daily on hi^ sight. 



t is like the merchant ships, she bringeth her 
om afar. Prov. sxxi. v. 14* 
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m take you any bet ^t pleasure, 
Whenever he views this tempting tres 
With eager bliss and sparkling eyes 
He'll mark each new-bom charm aris 
And with the joy of first possession, 
Admire and rave, sans intermission ! 

If women, therefore, would be wis 
w Instead of murmurs, tears and sighs. 
And sullen moods, and scolding frays 
When lovie's absent for some days. 
Let ev'ry female art conspire 
To drive him from the parlour fire. 
Of all the plagues in wedded life^ 
To teaze or to torment a wife, 
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There's none more ]&ely to inqrease. * 
. Tbo bane of insitrimohial peace, . 

Than the tame huahand always by : . 

With prying and' sn8{ncious eye. . 

Mark then, wbext **** goes to town,^ 
. .Snule^ou^ whenodBEx wives wiHildiirown; 

He only goes (nay,: don't be angry)J '. 

To take a walLtD make him hisngry $ 
. To taste awhile,. unknown to care,. 

A change of exiercise and air^ 

Observe the pert, thebold, the witty^..* 

How diff rentrfrom his own awee^ Betty ! 

Retuni impatient to his home, 

No husband, but a bmd bridegroom. 



roL. I. M 
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Lastly, Eliza, let nie say 
That wives should rather yield than 8 
To thwart a husband's fixt opinion • 
Is not the way to gain dominion^ 
For kisses order, tears reprove,* 
Aiidteach us rev'rence, fear and love 
O ! bom to soothe and guide the heai 
With native 8oftness%:voidjof art ! 
Thou, whom nor pride, nor fashion ss 
Unchang'd by flattery's giddy praise ; 
And thou, to whom a txem'Ious youd 
First. spoke the tale of lovie and truth, 
Blending vnth passion^s fond alarms 
The brightening beam of virtue's cha: 



• Lcurs ordries sont des carresses, leurs mcnt« 
dcsplcurs. RoussAu. 
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Ah ! lend not now a careless ear !...• ' 
Yety yet attend to truth sincere ! 
rhesC'linesj at least with sn>iles receive, ; 
The last, perhaps, thj bard shall give, „ , 

While pleasure spreads her gawdytraiti. 
To lure the trifling and the vain j 
Wliile fashion kill the tedious day 
W^ith shopping, concert, cards, and play; 
While female Ipye. and youth s fair charms 
Shrink from puiie passion's ardent arms, 
And cling to splendour's fancied bliss. 
With withering age and wretchedness, 
Be thine, Eliza, more refin'd. 
The pleasures of the virtuous mind ! 
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Be thine die transpdrtsof • the heart 
Which love and ^oodne^ 8tiU imjmrt 
The tender glance, die tranq^l six^^f 
A hu$band*'8 samms td beguile : 
The blush of joy divinely meek ; 
That paints a mother's .glowing cheel 
The balm that friendship still bestows 
The tear that drops for human woes 
Thesej, these, Eliza ! light the way. 
And cheer when other charms decay 
Conduct through care and worldly gl< 
And whisper joy8....»bey(^id the tcnnb 



*• 
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DONALD AND HjORA, 

A BALLADj 

9Ii THE DEAfa OF A FHIEVD KILLED A*f tBB 
BAi^L^B OF SfMJtAr^GA.,..iA77'8i 




VV HEH maiiy hearts were gay. 
Careless of aught but play. 
Poor Flora slipt away 

Saddening to Mora. * 
Loose flowed her yellow hair. 
Quick heav'dher bosom batre. 
As thus to die trouUed air 

She vented her sorrow : 

* A retreat so named by the Lovers. 
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JJo^A hpMis the stormy: w^, 

Cold^ cold is winter's blast : 

Haste then^ O Donald^ haste ! 

Haste to thy Flora !, 
Twice twelve long months are oV 
Since on a foreign shore 
You promised to fight no more, 

« 

But meet me in Mora* 

« Where now is Donald dear ?' 
Maids cry with taunting sneer 5 
^ Say, is he still sincere 

' To his lov d Flora ?' 
Parents upbraid my moan ; 

Each heart is tum'd to stone ; 

Ah Flora ! thourt now alone. 
Friendless in Mora I 
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Come tben^ O come 0iwayl» '*^ 
Donald, QO^lo^er sta'y 'h>i.;^'^ 
Whece^caiLmy rdter jkraiy' -' 
Fjww* hfe kJiTd Flota ? 

False to biacvqivi!>s:and m^-^.u^L 
O heav'n^ ! is not yondd: he. 
Bounding o'er Mora 1 

< Never, O wretched f^ir> ^ 
Sigh'd tlie sad messengef, . . 

< Never. shall Donald ttvair > 

Afeethis lov'd Flora! 
Cold as yon mountain snow ' ' 
Donald thy love lies low ! 
He sent me to soothe thy WQe> 

Weeping in Mora» , 
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Wcj^ f (Kn^ht oiu< taliaiil) slain' - 
On.SarttogaVphiaf ' 
Thrij^ fled the faostak train 

From Britid^glor^ 
Butabf thottgli our foes did f 
Sad was each mtory. 
Toiith, love, and loyaky, 
VeU fat- {rom Mota ! 

< H^e, take this kve^xmrong 

Donald eKpinng 8aid> 

* Give it to yon dear maid 

Drooping in Mora. 
TeU her, O AUan, tel} f 
Donald' thus bravelj fell. 
And that in his last farewell 

He diought on his Flora. 
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.'ute stood the trembling fair^ 
)eechles$ with wild despair^ 
hen striking her bosom bare^ 

Sigh'd out < poor Flora I 
h Donald !.....ah well a^-day I' 
^as all the fond heart could say. 
t length the sound died away 

Feebly on Mora. 




N 



AN 

ELEGY 

On the sudden Death of a beautiful young 1 
Jamaica, attended by the singular occurs 
a Nightingale perching on the tree under 
he was interred, and singing sweetly duri 
Funeral Service. 

JFRI^tEN IN JAMAICA IN 178 8. 



XVELENTLEss Deat^ !.v..ah ! why st 
Cut down the flow'ret fair to viev 

Pale gleam'd the light of yonder mo< 
When pest'lence shed her deadly 

* He died of a putrid sore throat, bccasion 
wholesome night damps. 
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The mora arose serene and clear, . 

The sun refulgent glow'd at nogn; 
But nought the drooping flower coidd chaer. 

Ah i wherefore droop'd the flower so soon ! 



By yopder tree (his fav'rite shade, . 
, .Where late he joy'd. with sports -and play) 

They dig his gr^ve j there, lowly laid , j 

' ». ' ' ' 

Sleepjs Campbell's silent senseless clay \ 



Ah ! what avails the tear and sigh. 

That close, lov'd boy ! thy funeral gloom I 

The doleful dirge, and frantic cry 

Of Afric's mourners round thy tomh 1* 

* In Jamaica it is citstomaiy on the death of a whiter 
persoiii for all the domestic negroes to attend the fa** 



Ah ! what avails ! But cease the strain ) 

Ye weeping parents, dry the tear. 1 

See ! Philomela joins the train^ 1 £ 

And chants a requiem o'er his bier. 



Sweetly' she warbles, perch'd on high^ 
Far from her mate and haunts of even } 

She comesj an herald from the sky, ( 

To greet the cherub soul to heaven ! ' 

i 
\ 

neral. If the deceased has been a particular favourite, ' 
it is usual for the female slaves to raise after the in- 



terment, a funeral song or dirge over the grave. This 
consists of loud and dismal lamentatiohsi chiefly ex- 
preisive of the good qualities of the deceased ; such as, 
« O my good massa !* • O my dear massa I' accompa- 
nied with clapping of hands, and violent gesticulations 
•f sorrow. 
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Tet here should pensive pilgrim stray 
At softening eve^ or fervent noon^ 

Here may he heave the sigh and say^ 
< Ah> wherefore droop'd the flower so soon !* 



# 



T^ 



A YOUNG LADY, 



Wl'fm A £OrrZ£ OJ JRISM USSmEBAMfGM^ 



Sine Cerere ctBaccIio friget Venus* 



In spite of all that poeits tell ua 
(For poets are but lying fellows) 
Of Cupid's fiamesj and Cupid's dart% 
And all his soft bewitching arts. 
That teach the stubborn heart to move> 
And tune the rudest speech to love> 
I cannot say I recollect 
One single instance, proof^or fact> 
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^ Where freedom, wit, or common Bcnsc, 
E'er flowed from true love eloquence. 
For me (should love-sick qualms attack us), 
I've much more faith in honest Bacchus^ 
And can't help thinking master Cupid 
.Oft makes us mad ; but oftner stupid : 
At least, if one may judge from action^ 
And looks that border on distraction, 
The man who really feels love's passion^ . 
.. Actsj speaks, and reasons.....out of fashion* 
, * This may be true,' I hear you cry, 
* Yet bards, you say, can sometimes lie : 
And since you choose the present time 
To vent 'gainst love your spleen, in rhymcy 
Produce yqur proofs, or cease to raiL\^^ 
With all my heart ! I'll tell a tale. 
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When sprightly Paphne went a maying» 
And all tb^ loyes and graces playing 
Aroimd her beauteous face were seen 
7o deck the bloom of fair nineteen^ 
Young Strephon met her on the green. 
Struck with her charms.....to speak afraidy 
By lo¥e enthralled, by love dismayM..... 
The senseless Strq>hon(keep from laughta!) 
Had not the power to follow after ; 
ButgazM, andgap'd, withtransportsswelliBgi 
Norask^d her name, normark'dher dwelling. 
Six months, six torturing months and more> 
Did Strephon loud his loss deplore i 
And often rang'd the fields in vain 
To find the lovely maid agiun ; 
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And often cnts'd Iu& fluttexing foBy^ 
And often jgraah'd with melancholy; 
IVhea Lave and Fiin C9ie nighe agree,- 
The youthful pair ihoultd meet at*«^tea. 

• • ■ r ■ 

Soon as out rapturous s^^^in had ventured 
^he.pafkmr door to ope, and entered, 
Jknd 9XW his Dapljine's dasuUng chamnSf 
He loat the power of legs and arms. 
His foot that v^biii ns^d to glMe 
Along the floor with graceful slide. 
Now rudely strikes- his tumbling cane, 
Which, trying to obtain again. 
His luckless skull salutes a chah*, 
And fearful stands his tnjur'd hair \^^ 



roL. I. e 
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1. 



Behold now Sttephbn ih.his place, ' 
With < blushing libnours' on his ^er 
Th^ tea's to hand ;»....He cannot fail "-^ 
To tread on harmless Tabby's taii : ' 
To ease her pain, puss squalls and kick 
Aod-in his leg her talons sticks^. . "^» - 
And^t^ars the hose^ and eke the skin,.!. 
Till streams run down poorStrephonlai 
Stung with the smart, I do assure ye.' . 
He roared and caper'dlike a fury^;: 
And in his gambols (dire mishap !) 
Dropt cup and.tea in Daphne's lap. 

Tou loath the sot. with liquor mudd 
Eyes all inflamM, and face all ruddy v 
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Yet never once conclude with me 

That Strephon was as drunk as he ; 

The man who speaks things out of seasoH, 

Or acts as if bereft of reason, 

I must consider just as bad 

As he who's drunk) or he who*s mad. 

f Pray sir, a truce with nioralizing, 

And answer this without disguising : 

Did Strephon e'er his flame discover ?* 

No never while a downright lover. 

In vain each night he frames with art 
Some speech to melt his Daphne's heart $ 
Whene'er he tries to ope his lips, 
Away ! each soft idea skips, 
And leaves him nought but hems and hahs> 
And stamm'rings to fill up each pause ^ 



A 
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And blushes, groans, and p^pitattom. 

(A pretty kind of conversation {) ^> 

* What then I did Strephon never win her !* 

Never, till one blest day at dinner. 

< At dinnersay you I...JiDw...«.wheni«.ktirtefe? 

How keenly curious women are ! 

I would be brief....«I hate great talkers^... i ( 

You're so particular !.»..weU!...«at Walker's^ 1 ' 

One morning, Strephon ask'd to dine, ) 1 

To meet at four, to part at nine : I ] 

The party chcnce for reasons shown Y&rn^ , ^ 

He went and ^rank his magnum bonum. -^ 



Behold him now, a jovial boy ! 
No ifluttering feats !....jk> trembling joy %, 

• A noted Tavern in Edinburgh. 

t A bottle of claret containing two English q,uaztSk. 
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Andjall hisgpo^n&and biv^s/cnrer^ 
Mark how he bfcathet llie ardent lovtr» 

Stnick uritib amaze^ sweet Daphne heart 
New accents reach her TavishM «ars i 



< And, fairest of thy sex? he cries 

(While passion sparkles in his eyes,)^ 

^ O source of er'ry chaste deH^ I 

My thought by day ; xay dream by night i 

My ev^iy hope j my cv^ry care ; 

My joy ; my comfort ; my..-jdespair: 

Ah I vdi^erefbre should I still conceal 

« What all can feign, but few can fed !' ♦ 

Since first these heair'nly charms were seen 

By luckless Strephon on the green ;. 

• Cartwright. 
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Since first with smiles and spirits gay 
Yo» hailed the merry mom of May^ 
What fluttering hopes have fir'd my brain ! 
What fears of torture, doubts of pain ! 
What pangs, what sorn)ws, ne*er to find 
By speech, or look, my Daphne kind. 
But cold and senseless to my anguish. 
Still left a wretch to droop and languish !* 
«. My Gpd !' the wondring fair replies 
(While tears of rapture fill her eyes,) 
< How I how could Daphne ever know 
Her Strephon's love ; her Strephon^s woe ! 
Till this soft tale, so sweetly sung ! 
I never heard your tuneful tongue ; 
Till this fond hour, I never found 
These eyes but downcast on the ground 5... 
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Tou stiQ wcrie silent, abdqnt, tool u..^ 
took ycm> Strqphon,for..^..a-fooL' 

Now Mira, that my t^is eiidedy . 
hope IVe. prot'd what I inteAded, 
'o wit;, |hat wthout gen'rous wine 
L youth may ^gh, and groaa>-:^iid whine, 
ut never tajk in strains divine. * 
or what is. love^ or. wh^ is beauty, 
• Ipvers cannot do their duty ? 
)r what are flames, or inclination, . 

(Tithout the fire of inspiration ? 

Jl, all must end in strange confusion, 
T'ithout the gift of elocution, 
or me, who never had much brass, 
find vast courage in a glass j 



And DOW that Uoslung's oat of &1I1 
Or drink IniQ8t^oTbFeadi«nopa$»( 
And sure, if strains like ■ninehavecluu' 
Wlicn half-ieas'o'er there's no great hx 
And though Istt lught, when.fivsl w 
You frownM, and fretted in a pet, 
Witfidrew.your band,widi (ace srii 
And thrice for me yoar ch»y d^serti 
Yet, warm'd bj wine, I well rcnienil 
Uuchill'd by }ook4, cold as DecemtM 
I prattled wit fKnn jovial quafiing. 
Till, quite o'ercome, at length, widt la 
You pard<Hi snil'd ; ftnd gcn'rous hi 
Gave me yoar hand before we parte 
Nay, once delighted, almost swore 
I ne'er talk'd half to welt before.- 
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Charmed with the good effects of wine, 
next day hurried to Gavine, * 
ind strai^tway bought fne merveilk pas ! ) 
L bottle of his Usquebaugh, 
iThich now I send you, with tlus rule, 
hat when I trifle like a fooI> 
►r silent grow, or lose my temper, 
or God's sake I fill me up a bumper ! 
ill head, and heart, and tongue improve, 
.nd make me say whatever you love I 

O could its virtue's but inspire 
liis breast with true poetic fire, 
'o sing, in numbers strong and clear, 
liy friendship, ardent, and sincere, 

A famous distiller of liqueurs near Edinburgh. 



OL. I. 
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f!hf humour, sprightly, social, f 
Thy temper's UcBt serenity I 
■ ,0 1 could ity virtues but impart 
The language of thy feeling heai 
To paint in at^cents sweetly miU 
Hie duties of x tender child } 
And every art and virtue rare 
That Booths an ^ed father's can 
In futh ! dear ACra, to he plain 
flliough much I dread your ad 
In spite of all you'd think or say 
I'd drink till tipsy every day. 



THE WHIP, 

OR) 

9 Couc^ at t^e Ctme0. 

ro MISS D. OF LlJiStED^ WltB A WEl¥ MJDM^ 
OF A RHINOCEROS'S SKIS*».*A7S4» 




}vLX fuerant vitia mores sunt Seneca. 



ELE modest yirtue lost htrynf 
nong the profligate and gay, 

Few modes, were used for travel ^ 
iknown to whip, or spur, or boot^ 
ch hardy Briton truc^d on foot^ 

Through mud, bog, dust and graycL 
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Twas then the fair, as story tells, 
(Ah ! how unlike our modem belles !) 

Knew neither coach nor saddle i 
No female Fhaetonians then 
Surpassed the boldest of our men 

In gesture, look, and straddle. 



But form'd by nature^s artless hand. 
Blushes, 'tis said, at her command 

Oft stole o*cr beauty's features : 
No wife then scom'd domestic sweets 
No daughter Jehu I scour 'd the streets 

Good lad ! what simple creature 
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Emerged at length from gotluc rulesy 
Our fair ones, trained in happier schoolSf 

For blushes, now give fashion | 
Each modest virtue thrown aside, . 
Behold I like men, erect, astride I 

They drive I they whip ! they dash on ( 



O ! may the glorious day arrive. 
When ,each bold lass her nag shall drive 

O'er hedges, gates, and ditches I 
Despise the housewife's hateful lot. 
And change the useless petricoat 

For boots and buckskin's breeches 1 
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Tet beterogenecms as they ate> 

Half inaiu....half woinan.....half centaur 

' Some grave folks dread infection : 
See ! virtue trembling flies tlie land I 
Alas I 'gainst furious four in hand 
No common whip's protection I 



Struck with the thought, I reasoned long 
Eliza, poor thing's far from strong. 

And yet she loves a canter ; 
••Some fierce virago, high in blood 
May lay her sprawling in the mud. 

Or in a hedge-row plant hev I 
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liat then remains the weak to«hieId i 
lust freedom thus her charter yield I 

Has beauty no defender ? 
••Alas I no bosom swells with rage I 
here's nought in this bold datshing age» 

But flogging tobefriendher! 



••••• 



nee lashing's then the ton, the dp> 
nd victory now turns on the Whip, 

^e toughest whip should win ; 
nd as we know in each hard bout, 
he < toughest hide hdids longest out^^ 

ril find...^.a whip of skin.' 
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PleasM with the fancy, swift I spcc^ 
Mad with the project in my head^ 

I ranged half India o'er; \ . 
But hides well beat, are seldom tough 
At last a bit of precious stuff 

I found on Afric's shore. 



There, by his streams and tangling" grovej 
The huge Rhinoceros careless roves. 

Though growls each savage nigh : . 
Undaunted, arm'd with horn and hide. 
To ball and dart he turns his side. 

Unheeded as they fly. 
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at what's the ann'd, the bold9 the strong f 
Igain we moralize our song^) 

If treachery aims the blow ? 
^n Samson fell by female wit, 
nd see ! in subtle treachery's pit 

The mighty beast lies low. 



lus fall'n by cunning's sneaking plot^ 
'ith joy they strip'his homy coat i 

(Twas wondrous to behold I) 
r heavens ! I cried, < at length I've found 
skin that's proof 'gainst mortal wound ! 

Tis worth its weight in gold I' 



)L. I. 
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Tom from the side it lately graced, 
A slice I cut with eager haste ; 

A tough, tenacious slip ! 
And hurrying home to British land. 
Gave it to Kelly in the Strand,* 

Who form'd it to a whip. 



Thus armM, with virtue on your side, 
,Uncohquer'd reign, undaunted ride, 

Nor fear e'en Ladef or Archer.f 
Some dame indeed may whoop and crac 
But let Rhinoceros touch her back. 

It will both blue iand starch her. 

• Whip-maker to the Prince of Wales, 
t Sir John Lade and Lady Archer, two of t 
most celebrated phxton drivers in England. 
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, could, its . virtues but repair 

ie lungs of thy half-winded mare^ 

How great would be thy glory I 
om Linsted: town thy fame w:ould trot 
en to the house of Johnny, Grot, 

In many a marv'lous Story. 



lien should we hear in clam'rOUs boast, 
ow one young fair one rul'd the roast. 

As Pitt now rules the nation 5 
[ade female jockies bounce and skip, 
nd by the pow'r of one fam'd Whip, 

Flogg'd vice from freedona's station! 
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But since, alas I no cure we knoWf 
Since Phill * must puff, or you movi 

Mark well a Mend's direction. 
Hold fast the reign's lif 'female pridt 
Whip er'ry coxcomb froiU your (id 

To listen is infection. 



Yet should the man, of worth posM 
Fair candour glowing at hil breast. 

Confess thy power of charms ; 
last to his tale, be frank, be kind 
Unfashion'd blush to lore refin'd. 

And whip.H..into lus arms ! 



TO 

MISS JEAN 

AHD 

VfISS ISABELLA M****, 

wira two BorrLEs of fuR ortA 

OF ROSES. 



L osT rudely round this whirling sphere^ 
Sstrang^d from all he valued dear % 
Ihut out from beauty's brightening ray ; 
rhe social nighty the tranquil day \ 
nvolv'd in tumults wild uproar, 
\nd dropt on India's burning shore ; 
lehold a woe-worn wand'rer roam, 
far from his friends and native home ! 
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< Thus *scapM from storm and battlc'5 r^ 
Shall V he cried, < new ills engage ! 
Shall I, by care and fortune crost. 
Droop sorrowing -on a foreign coast ; 

And whelm'd at last in hopeless gloom, 

■ • •• 

Sink unlamented to the tomb !' 

< Perish the thought !' a seraph cries, 
(A seraph wafted from the skies.) f 
< Perish the thought ! a softer ray 
Yet comes to guide thy wilder'd way. 

* Alluding to the last naval engagement beti 
Edward Hughes and M. SuSrein in the Eas 
during which the author was on board his 
ship the Gibraltar. 

t See the author's address to the Scottish 
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What though rude mirth and tempests roar^ 
And fortune frowning locks her store ; 
What though no converse reigns refin'dj- 
And •lov'd Miranda's left behind j 
A brighter mom will yet appear^ 
To- chace the gloom and gild the year : - 
A milder dawn overspread the grove> * 
A warmer theme attune to love ; 
When freedom's sun bright o'er the main 
Illumes fair Albion's clifis again ; 
And glittering high on mountain hoar 
Proclaims afarlov'd Scotia's shore; 
Where friendship waits in smiles arra/dy 
To bind the wound that fate has made ) 



■ 
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And sympathy^ ^di melting eyc^ 
To catch the tak and heave the rigb; 
And mild obliTion, kind to ca8t 
A darkening ahade on suflfrings past 
Meanwhile/ she said^ < this giftti 
And henceforth^ wand^rer^ cease to gi 
For know, in this a wtue rare, 
(A passport likewise to the fair.) 
Can cheer dejection's langmd glocmif 
And rich, to beauty yield perfume I 
Guard then this treasure, and when fat 
Conducts thee safe, or soon or late. 
Where Fortha's wanderings gently glic 
Through fields that wave their cultured 
There, while again, thou wander'st o*e 
Each dear loVd spot, oft trod before ; 
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Or, from Strerlina's height serene 
Survey'st around the pictur'd scene^ 
Or yiew'st sublime her castkd towers 
From A........./8 shehering bowers 

Where social mirth wan care beguiles^ 
Midst fem^e virtues, female smiles; 
While hope^s fond joys past sorrows healf 
Let breasts like thine fresh ardour feel» 
To mark each virtue as it springs. 
And as the muse impassion'd sings. 
On maids of worth this gift bestow, 

Charm'd with the tale, with sighs I prcst 
The welcome treasure to my breast ; 



raz. I. 
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Go ! and vlulc odours from ' 
Round Jane or Bella's snowy 
7ell them fiom me, no sweeti 
Can match th^ tender female 
Nor Persia's rose*, thatblooi 
With "VHrtiie's charms can e*c 
No ! nor rich Ceylon's spicy { 
Nor fam'd Arabia's scented v 
A balm 60 grateful can diffaa 
To val(e wd animate the mii 
As that which shook from Frii 
Attunes the lyre's according s 
And prompts e'en bards like 

* Th« eftft ii njadc frov the loflf 



THE HARP, 
^ LEGENDARY TALE. 



IN TWO PARTS. 
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To the Reader. 



i HE writer of the present Poem thinks* 
lecessary to acquaint the public, that it is 
nded on a short traditionary story, which 
:hed him by the following accidental cir- 
istance. A gentleman in Perthshire, well 
iwn for his researches into antiquity and na- 
lal character, * chancing while on a tour to 
Hebrides, to hear some person say, ^PU ne- 
bum my harp for a woman f* took occasion , 

isk the meaning of the proverb He receiv- 

for answer, a simple unadorned tale, some- 
it similar to the ground-work of the present 
m ; the singularity of which struck him so 
:ibly, that he committed it to writing. On 

• Mr. Ramsay, of Auchcrtyrc. 

f * Smeirg a loisgeadh a thiompan ria.' 
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a visit some years ago, to a friend * who had 
accidently seen themanuscript,he related this lit* ., 
tie artless story to the author, and, with his usual 
glow of colouring, diflriised such an air of no- 
velty and passion over it, as to suggest an idea 
that something interesting might be made of it .^ 
inverse. The first part was written shortly af- v 
ter, but the author's sudden departure for Eo* ■ . 
rope, put a stop for some time to anyfiiidier \ 
attempt ; although he must confess, incUnation 
repeatedly disposed him to finish what he had 
begun* A tedious passage home, furnished 
him with ample opportunities to gratify this pro*' 

penalty his residence in Britain since his ar- \t 

rival,*has enabled him to receive the opinion of 
his friends, and to avail himself of their stric* 
tures. 



te 
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Having given this short account of his Harp, 
the author now presents it to the world^ with 

• The late Mr. Grahaxn, of Gartmorc. 
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mixture of hope and diffidence which the 
iality of friends, and the uncertainty of pub^ 
pprobation, naturally excite. Of its me- 
he shall say nothing. In an age^ and in a 
itry, however, so highly cultivated as the 
ent, one observation may not be improper* 
uld the poem in some instances appear too 
rular and abrupt in its construction, the au- 
begs that it may not be imputed to inad- 
ency, but defign. His sum was to render 
:ale rather interesting than regular, and ant- 
ed rather than correct. Nature and passion 
edj were his chief objects i and as these c^n 
nr derive such energy from descriptive as 
n dramatic composition, it is almost unne- 
ary for him to observe^ that the Antient 
ad has been his model. 



Edinburgh, 
.prii 15, 1789. 
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THE HARP. 



PART I. 

Stilled is th€ tempest's blust'ring roar ;' 
Hoarse dash the billows of the sea";..... 

But who on Kilda^s dismal shore 

Cries ' Have I burnt my harp fof thee !' 



Tis Col, wild raying to the gale. 
That howls o^er heath, and blasted lea ; 

Still as he eyes the lessening sail^ 
Cries < flave I burnt my harp fof thee! 
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•••••Bright was thy fame in Baraks isle. 
Sweet bard ! where many a rival sungi 

Oft hadst thou wakM the tear tnd souk 
As soft thy harp melodious rung : 



Oft hadst thou toochM the female heaiti 
(To love I ween I and pity true) 

Till Mora came to hear thy art $•«•«• 
Moral with eye of softening blue« 



The maid he prisiM above the throng 
That pressed to hear his mptur'd strain ; 

The maid> vAk6 melted at the song, 
But trifled with a lorar's pain: 



\ 
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mg had he borne die treacherous smile 
That cherished hope, and left despair % 
le promis'd bliss which femak gtdk 
As oft dispersed in empty air } 



11 shunn'd by ev'ry constant maid } 
Condemn'd by friends ; by kindred prest| 
sceitful thuSf in smiles anray'd, 
Mota the sorrowing youdi addrest: 



x> long, O Col ! in plaintiye moan 
Thott'st flirung thy Harp to strains divine ; 
Id but two strings of varied tone^ 
This heaort, this yielding heart> is thine,' 



Two strings the youth, with anxious cart^ 
Half doubtful, to bis Harp applies^ 

And oft, in vain, he turns each air, 
And oft each varying notc^ he tries)- 

I 



1 



At length (unrirall'd in his art !) - I 

[With new-born sounds the valley iiopU 

Col claims his Morals promised heart { 
As deep he strikes the varied strings! i 



Three moons, three honied moons, are pai 
Since Col, enraptured laugh'd at care; 

And oft the tuneful Harp he blest 
That won a nymph so good and fair: 



\. 
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Till mindfiil of those tender ties 

That fashion's sons would blUsh to name ; 

With soften'd voice, and melting sighsy 
He thus accosts his peerless dame. 



Three months, dear partner of my bliss! 

Threefleetingmonthshaveshed their charms 
Since first I snatch'd the bridal kiss, 
And clasp'd perfection to my arms: 



Yet happiness, however true. 

Must fade if selfish or confin'd ;.•••• 

Your friends now claim affections due; 
The kindred transports of the mind ! 



I 
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Each parent mourns oar cold ddaj; 

They think of Mora with a tear: 
The gale invite8....*at eariy day 

To Carta's sea-beat shore we steer.* 



The naotn blushed fair-, imld blew the gal^ 
The lark to heaven Hght warbling springs; 

Col smiles with love^ spreads quick the saili 
And sweeps with ravish'dheart the stiings 



r^ 



But ah ! how short the transient ^eams 
That light with joy the human breast !•-# ! 

^rbe tempest rayes and wildly screams 
Each frighted sea fowl to her nesl^ 



V 



\ 
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Hi^ rage the billows 6f the deep 
That lately roll'd serenely mild. 

And dash'd near Kilda's awful steep ; 
jCoI clasps his love with horror wild. 



Tor cold's the form o'er which he hung 
With raptured eye the mom before ; 

And mute and tuneless is the tongue 
That charm'd so late on Bara's shQoe ; 



And pale and lifeless is the chedc 
Tiiat glow'd so late with rosy hue ; 

The eye that melting joys could speak 
Is closed L«..the eye of soft'ning blue. 



roz. I. 
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Hard with the furious surge he stRy?e, 
His Love and faV*rite harp to save 5 

Till deep in Crona's sea-worn cove, • 1 { 

He bears them safe from storm and ware* 

r 

1 

But cove, nor love's assiduous caFe i r 

Could ebbing life's warm tide restore !..•••• I 



Pale, wet, and speechless lay the fair 
On Kilda's bleak and stormy shoR. 



) 



I 



Oft, oft her breathless lips of clay 
With frantic cries he fondly prest ; 

And while a senseless corse she lay. 
He strain'd her madly to his breast* 
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But who can paint the pencil true 

The scene, when sighs first stniggltng. stole 
(Which thus by magic love he drew) 
. Deep laboring from her fluttermg soul I 



< She breathes !....she lives I* the minstrel criedj 
<Life has not fled this beauteous form! 

Protecting heaven I some aid provide !••..• 
Shield....shie{dmytremblerfrom the storm ! 



••••• 



< No roof its friendly smoke displays !. 

No storm-scapM faggot> turf, nor tree«..t» 
No shrub to yield one kindly blaze> 

And warm my love to life and me ! 
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Dark grows the night !.«...and cold and ihaip 
Beat wind, and hail, and drendiingtain! 

Nought else remains..^. J'U bum my Harp !' 
He cries> and breaks his harp in twain. 



•For thee, O Mora ! oft it rung. 
To guard thee from each rival's art ; 

And now, though broken and unstrung, j 
It guards from death thy constant heart.' 



Bright fiaih'd the fragments as he spoke ;. ' i 
One parting sigh his Harp he gave : 

Thestorm-drench'dfaggots blazethro'smd^e^ 
And snatch his Mora from the grave 



N^qw heedless rai^d the stormy nighty 
For instant terror frown'd no more, 

finA cheerful bkz^'d the spreading light 
Round Kilda's dark and dismal shore ;. 



And cheerful smil'd the grateful p^r, 
And talk'd of death and dangers past, 

STlien loud the voice of wild despair 
Came rushing on the midnight blasts 
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Chai horror sciz'd each lover's heart. 

* Ah me ! what dismal sounds draw nearl 
Defend us heaven !' with sudden start |F] 

Cry'd Mora^ thrili'd with frantic fear. 

( 

I 

I 

One hand supports his trembling wife> . i I 

The other grasps his trusty glave ; | 

•My Harp,* he cries, «has given thee lifc^ ^J 

And tits^ that precious life shall saveP I 



< No danger comes/ deep sigh'd a form> 
, As near the cave it shivering stood i 

• A stranger shipwrecked by the storm 
Implores the gea'rous and the good > 
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No danger comes..«..ah me 1 forlorn ! 

A wre^ by woes and tempests tost I..... 
From love, from friends, and kindred tom^ 

Aad dash'd on Ealda's frightful ooast ! 



Restless with grief, at op'ning day 
For Lewis' isle I spread the sail ; 

Sweet rosethe lark with cheerful lay^ 
And sweetly blew, the flattering gate ! 



Ah f^ relentless ! thus to cheat 

With baneful lure and treacherous smile ! 
Were human sufPrings not complete 

Till wreck'd on Kilda's desert isle 1 



fc 
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Lur^d by the light that gleams afar^ 
With fainting steps these clifi^ I prest: 

O ! may it prove a polar star. 

And guide to pity's sheltering breast f 



I 



t«**i 



Quick from his grasp the falchion flies 
As Col each opening arm extends ; 
< Approach, iH fated youth f he cries, 
< Here hereare none butsuflTring fnendsll 



Like thee, we hail'd the matin song. 
The flattering gate, and faithless tide I. 

How sweet ! by zephyrs borne along,' 
My Harp and Mora by my side ! 



•••• ' 
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Why starts the youth? approach; draw near* 
Behold the wreck of storm and wave..... 

Tis all that's left I my Harp so dear ' 

I burn'd^ that fair one's life to save V 



First pale, then crimson grew his cheeky 
And sorely shook his n^nly frame ! 

His fault'ring tongue refus'd to speak. 
Save to repeat his Mora's name««*«» 



A name which oft had charm'd his ear, 
And e'en from childhood grewmore sweet j 

A name which love had rendered dear. 
And sorrow taught him to repeat ! 



^OZ. /. 
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Long had he nurs'd the kindling flame. 
Long, long possessed her virgin heart j 

But party feuds and discord came. 
And forc'd the tend'rest pair to part. 



Tom hapless thus from all he lov*d, 
The wretch'd wanderer left his home. 

From isle to isle incessant ro¥*d ; 

His only wish to idly roam ! 



Oft had hebrav'dthe tempest's war, 

Unaided in his slender bark j 
Oft lonely steer'd by some faint star 

That glimmered thro' th' involving dark j 



^ 



( 
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Ofti oft uncertain whether driven. 
Or near some rock, or breaker bom< i 

He'd quit his helm to guiding heaven. 
And sigh his cheerless lot till mom ! 



Oft had the wild heath been his bed, 
On some lone hill, or craggy steep ; 

While light*nings flashM around his head, 
And eagles screamM his woes asleep. 



Thus passM his wandering life away, 
< A wretch by woes and tempests tost,' 

Till fortune, in her changeful play. 
Wrecks him on Kilda's fatal coasts 
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Ah ! little thought he while he strove 
'Gainst whelming wave and rocky sht 

Yon light would guide him to his love. 
For whom these ceaseless ills he bore ! 



<Wh7Startstheyouth?...approach...drawnea] 
Behold the wreck of storm and wave !•••. 

Tis all that's left! my Harp so dear 

I bumM> that fair oner's life to save I 



A glance from Mora's speaking eye 

Half calm'd the fondyouth'slaVring breast 

The tale goes round the bleak winds sigt 

And Col mistrustless smks to rest. 
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Ah I how could cold distrust possess 
A breast so geh'rous, kind, and true ! 

A heart still melting to distress, 
To love*— .false fair one ! and to you... 



rhe mom arose with aspect drear, 
The waves still dash with sullen roar 

1^1 starts from rest no Mora's near. 

The treacherous pair are far from shore ! 



?rom Kilda's clifFthat towers on high. 
He spies the white sail far at sea; 

\jid while the big tear fills each eye. 
Cries *HaveI bum'dmyHarp for thee I* 
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^ most ungrateful of thy kind I 
And most unjust to love and me !- 

O woman ! woman ! light as wind^ 
rU ne'er bum Harp again for tbce 



ySP 
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THE WEE THING: 

OR, 

Mary of C as lie-Car y. 




9 QBallaD. 

Vff yc my wee thing ? saw ye mine ain thing ? 
w ye my true love down on yon lea ? 
oss'dshe the meadow yestreen atthegloaming? 
ught she the bumie whar floVrs the haw tree? 



er hair it is lint-white,her skin it is mSk-white; 
ark is the blue o' her saft rolling ee ; 
cd, red her ripe lips! and sweeter than roses : 
Tiar could my wee thing wander frae me ?* 
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<I sawnaeyour weethingj sawnaeyouraintliio{ 
Nor saw I your true love down by yon lea ; 
But I met my bonny thing late in the gloaming 
Down by the bumie whar flow'rs the haw tree 



Her hair it was lint-white^ her skin it was milk 

white; 
Dark was the blue o' her saft rolling ee ; 
Red ware her ripe lipsj and sweeter than roses 
Sweet ware the kisses that she gae to me V 



<It was nae my wee things itwas naemy ain thinj 
It was nae my true love ye met by the tree : 
Proud is her leel heart ! modest her nature ! 
She never loo'd ony, till ance she loo'd mc* 
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<IIer naipc it is Mary ; sheVfrae Castle-Cary . 
Aft has she jsat, when a bairn on my knee u.^.. 
Fai^M your hce is, war't fifty times faicei^ 
Toungbiaggeryshene'erwoaldgie kisses to theiei'^ 



< It w^ then your Mary ^ she's frae Castle^ary ; 
It was then y6ur true Jove I met by the tree-: 
Proudjas her heart is^ and modest her nature^ 
Sweet ware the kisses that she gae to me.' 



Sair gloom'dhis dark bro^, blood-red his cheek 

grew, 
Wild flashM the fire frae his red rolling ee !...« 
< Ye's rue sair, this morning, your boasts and 

your scorning : 
Defend ye, fause traitor ! fu* loudly ye lie/ 

FOL. I. X 
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f Aw^ wi' beguiling^' cried the youth, smili 
Affwent the bonnet; the lint-white locks fli 
Thebeltedplaidfia ingyherwhiteboGom ahawi 
Fair stood the lov'd maid wi^ the dark rollings 



< Is it my wee tlung \ is. it mine ain 'thing ! 
Is it my true love here.that I see V • 
* O Jamie^forgie me \ your heart's constantton 
I'll never mair wander, dear laddie, frae the 
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To J. W. 



©n U& 'Birt|)«C>dp. 



J DIALOGUE BEtWEElt SEVEUtT-^WO AND 

THTENrr-SEyEif. 



M. ANdTHER year to banish gloom^ 
And still my friend retains his bloom !•••• 
Still laughs and jokes^ and tells his tale % 
Eats heartily : drinks homebrewed ale ; 
Enjoys good health ; is fat and stout^ 
Though sometimes tortured with the gout 

W. The gout ! young man ! come ! come^ refrain ! 
You knowi Macneily 'tis but a sprain ;••••• 

A random step a heedless tread 

You smile, I see, and shake your head^.*. 



•••• 
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"Well ! be it so with all my heart....* 

You know the truth.....I know the smart ! 

^.Bethankfuly sir! in life's dull round 

Few W s are to be found : 

Oppressed with want, perplex 'd with care, 
DiseasM, or madd'ning with despair. 
The poor or wealthy rarely find 
Soimd health conjoin'd with tranquil mind. 
Now these, you know, have blest you long, 
But yet, my friend ! you're not still youngs 
And 'twixt us two, were truths all told. 
You think the gout sounds plaguy oldk...^ 
Arriv'd at years full threescore ten 

IT* Who told you that ? Af. Why,therc agam 

The sound is old.....^QrL on this tongue ! . 
I wish to God you still were. young ! 



I 
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,.Jf I am wrong I cry you iricrcy ; 

[y proofs, I own, are only hearsay*. 

ut tell the truth and Fll engage, sir ; 

.••Fm not oblig'd to tell my age, sir 

Well ! be it seventy, more or less, 

say your lot is happiness* 

'rue, once a year that stomach sprain 

. month or longer gives you pain. 

he fault's your own ; I can assure you 

1 half the time a child might cure you. 

3earMac ! themeans ? -M^. Why thenl'll tell yc 

tay more at home \ please less the belly • 

[art now, my friend, and then complain^ 

ray what is e'en a month of pain ? 

rnknown to fever, gout, or stone, 

he passing year glides smoothly on ; 



I 
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And while life frets and cUscomposc 
Hear how-you spicad your hcA of ro 

« ■ 
Esteem'd by all^ by some ador^d^ 

You often grace your neighbour's 1 

They give whatever you prize as be 

Old wine old joke old ale ol 

Yet mix a charm that all surpasses 

W. What's that you rogue ? M. Toung ba* 

Some hours in social conyerse bl 
What say you to a game at whist ? 

Agreed cut in you get the woi 

I'll not aver he will be curst^ 



isr 

lut for hHisbuffUngSf eutSfatid dealings^ 
w?aal4 not own them for.«...8ome shillings.* 

, . . ■ -^ . . . 

At supper next I sec you sit 
Leplete with glee and social wit \ "^ 

Vith some fair nymph you laugh and spbn, 
["our feast an egg ; your liiquor port, 
lie toast goes rounds' you ask a song> 
The tne^dligy, Mac.—.if npt too long/ 
i'o sing, you know, I ne'er refuse, 
My song is readier than my muse ;) 
(ut let me warble what Fm able, 
Tou're still the blithest at the table. 



-« L 



Alluding to his constant practice of commeAting oo 
[lartner's shuffling, cutting, and dealing the carjls 
never he chanced to have a bad hand. 
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Temp'rate and wise, at early day 
.Tou. spriogifcomtcst rcfreah'd and giay j 
And sallying forth from six hours nap. 
Away you stroll in gqwn aad cap : ' 
Old honest James, * with ruddy cheek 
And hobbling gait^ you need not seek ; 
He's still at hand to banish sorrow, . 
To dojFhift hat and bid.good jnotrow; 
For « weeV he says, « round ilka spot. . 
He likes to gee: your honor stot/ 
Here, t)n some gre^n-inviting walk. 
With him you jest, with him you talk ; 
Mark how each vernal beauty blows. 
How fresh the pink, how sweet the rose ; 



* An old gardener remarkable for a peculiar phn 
•cology. 
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How nature's opening charms advance. 
And. sigh forhun who calls it.,.,^haftce !■' 
Here, too, bn every blossomM spray 
The thrush and linnet yield their lay, 
Around the house the cooing dove 
[)r fluttering flies, or woos hiff love, 
And many a fowl with ardour keen 
Greet their kind patron on the green, 
Wliilc Rover* mild, and Trap* in high glee, 
:aper and frisk whene'er they spy ye. 

>ome time in study next ensues, 
rhen ofi^ go slippers y on go shoes ; 
From crimson cap and nightgown gay, 
?i three-tail'd wig, and coat of grey. 

• Two favorite Dogs* 
rOL. 7. r 
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Shoskl iHends arrive, tixfli get 
A cod's hc^ Kcw'di.or roast vt 
Should mine appexr.....* Why, h 
For here comes DATiE,f Jii«,+ 
With friends like these Tra ne'e 
Tou cT]r...,bat wfacrc'a your £aTo 

Ah I stop, brisk muse, 2 littk 
A auddQn pwig has check'd the 
Te apoTtiye riuincs.u.xffnsians 
Ye trifling jests.. ...hence ! henc 
For othei tasks ior me remain 1 
The peiuive thou^t; the plain 



\ U'li ilaiighter and three sons. 
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The frufqnettt sigh $ the throbbmg breast 
That beats for fTieiidship.«...lale possefsfd ! 
That droops for mirth's enlivening string. 
Wit's attic zest, without its sting ^ 
Genius that glow*d with sense rcfinM, 
Aod worth that chanyi'4 ^ blei^^'d manliod! 
'And thou, poor muse, Xvhbse rambling sohg 
In artless numbers roU'd along ', 
Heedkss I ween of critic sneer 
When candid, skilful John was near 
To watch thy flight, and guide thy way, 

And prune thy wild excursire lay i 

Ah me I no more on soaring wing 
Tiiy careless notes thou dar^st to sing ! 
Tim'rgus and sad now fluttering fly !-,.• 
'Tis strains like these thou now must tryl 
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Yc8, wretched thing ! go yen 

Thy friend !.....thy early guide.*. 



* The excellent pcnon here mention 
of the most dear and intimate friends 
tTer had. He was a man who (inde| 
the most amiable virtues) possessed gt 
but tike many others of distinguishc 
too indolent. to prosecute or apply hi 
advantage. His memory was so ex 
that he could get by rote eight hundr 
poetry in a day without the omission 
and he once offered, in the Author *s y 
lay a considerable bet, that without an; 
whatever, he would in three days pi a} 
move in Philidore's Treatise on Chesi 
an admirable critic, and no contem] 
both of which arts ht cidtivated with 
his excellence in painting, had it been < 
would have entitled him to eminence 



^ 
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wis^ posstsscd an exquisite 'taiste in music, and 
whaf renders the character singular is, that with 
these ^ifts of genius, mathematics, calculation^ 
and abstract science seemed to be his forte. 



* 



*' 



To ROBERT GRAHAM, Esq. 

or 
GARTMORE, 



On hearing he had praised one of the Autho 
Poems y and written the follovuing elegant Lh 
on a copy sent to Miss Buchanan o/Leny.* 

"While strains like these beguile a wand'rc 
care, 
And fancy*s smile unfetters fortune's fro^ 
O/t will reflection doubt with anxious air 
If e*er one sprig this wand'rer's head si 
crown, 

• Teathf heard the strain, and heard the youth. 
As round her verdant meads he stray 'd^ 
Still boast his Laura and his truth, 
Regardless of her fav'rite maid ; 

s "j" The river Teath near Leny. 
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< AndO I' she cried, <whate'er hisbfeast may 

Whether of love or patriot zeal he sings, 
Ne'er may ambition prompt the low desire 

To feed on flatt'ry wheresoever it springs. 

% 

Yet should the voice of taste and sense refin'd 
Applaud what some may love, and all my 

hear $ 
And bursting from an elegance of mind 
Steal sweetly grateful on a poet's ear \ 



And as he wov« a chaplet gaj, 
And ev'17 flow'ret cull'd with care» 

She snatch'd the rosy wreath away, 
And twin'd it round Buchavam's l^air. 



i 
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Welcome I the meed to fire the conung mtse 1 
And add fresh ardour to the patriot straip! " 

Nor virtue blush, nor modesty refuse 
To gatherfloVrs at truth's unspotted fane!' 

Fame heard the prayer, and pointing to the 
days, 
Deep in yon tablet grav'd no vulgar name ; 
< Behold I' she cried! < the bard who yields 
his praise.' 
The wand'rer doubting gaz'd, and found 
it Graham. 
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. f OF 

Lieut. GeiiM Sir Ralph Abercromby^ 



Killed at the Battle of Alexandriai 
in Egypt, March 21, 1801. 

From carnag'd fields bedrench'd with gore^ 
How long must Pity shrink with pain; 

Turn, shuddering pale, from shore to shorc^ 
And weep her patriot heroes slain I 



Touch'd at her tears that streaming flow, 
(Just tribute to the good and brave) 

Britanniai wrapt in sable woe. 
Bends o'er her Abercroicbt's grare. 



roz. I. 
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< And coul4 nor tge^^ aibe sorrowing c/z 
< From blood protect thy final doom ? 

Gild thy last eve with milder skies. 
And lay thee gently m the tomb ?' 



Rod^d in the ertkBe of ijaraity 
Kurs^d in the school where glory^swoi 

Refcveing m the din of ftrme> 
Soon Valour halTd her darfing sons 



Foresacvr dtt bright, the guiding beam 
That led to Konour^s spkmfid goal ;. 

Saw, flash'd round PoMPET'sPitLAH, gla 
He parting ii^jht^ikigi of hb ^e«t \ 
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Food Hope wilh WM^wi^gpeodldicew ; 
Foui^/d die «pepe when bm^rd feUt 



Vain dream ! with war^s indignant frown 

Fame twin'd the cypress with the bay j 

< Be thisy ' she cried> * the laurel crown 
To deck my hero's parting day ! 



Sunk in the shade of still repose^ 
Unhonour*d drop the valiant dead ; 

Bright as his day shall beam the close 
He dies in Glory's patriot bed !* 



«•••» 
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* He Ihrei I* Britannia wann replies 
A8 high the trophied urn she k 

< He lives in Virtue's bursting si] 

His Country's praise! his C 

tears!' 





165 
Jdmiral Lord NELSON'S 

Sending in the hour of Victory, a Flag of Truce ti 
^top tke further effusion of Uood, in the memo« 
rable Naval Engagement off Copenhagen, April 
3d, 1801. 

/ilGAin the tide of rapture sweUs j 
Britannia sees new trophies rise ; 

Again the trump of victory tells 
That vnth the brave compassion lies ! 



In rain the carnage of the field 1 
In vain the conquest of the main ! 

The brave may bleed the brave may yield, 

rris Mercy binds the brave again ! 
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True to the dictates of the heart 
That md^ to ]^'8 godlike gloWf 

Humanity arrests the dart^ 
Half wing'dy to lay the raaquial^d lo^ 



Swift tbiough the faatde^s thund'ring sto 
See 1; deck'd in smiles she takes her sts 

Assumes her Nelson's favorite form, 
Shelifbs her aegis o'er the iaadt 



/ 



Struck with the radiance of her shield, 
Retaming Friendship warms the Dan 

The hrsLYC may fight l.....thebrave may y 
Me&ct unites the brave again. 



END OF VOL. !• 
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